OUR Father,
Our hearts go out unto Thee this day
In thanks for the endless innocent gaiety
Of sunlight and birds,
Of sparkling lake-water,
Of deer at play in the forest meadows,
Of boughs swinging free in the wind,
Over countless miles of the forest;

We thank Thee, 0 God,

For all Thy jovial open-air world -

And far above all we thank Thee

For this the most precious of all Thy gifts,

For this small son of our own,

Yesterday five months old,

Lustily crowing and kicking with joy- -

The joy of achievement long sought,

As at last he brings his pink toes, after many a fruitless

attempt,
Home to his mouth.

THE heavens flame with the splendour of sunset,
Range beyond range, the Ikry mountains of cloud
Shine in a wild and passionate glory,

The long low hills to the westward,

Shrouded in forest, mysterious, silent,
Are bathed in effulgence, transfigured.